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Although Pritchard sounded grim I accepted because
I wanted to travel as much as I could before beginning
work in Damascus.

I met him the next day.

I had expected a red-faced officer on his dignity,
whom I would have to call "sir." I found a man of
about thirty with a strong Roman nose, bright twinkling
eyes and a thick mop of black hair which fell in festoons
about his neck. He wore an old bush shirt with baggy
cotton trousers. His buttons were covered with verdigris,
and he looked incredibly scruffy.

"Shall we start right away for Lattakia ? It's a
four-hour drive. Or shall we have a drink first? " he
said.

"Let's have a drink first."

We drove off to a bar.

'' Do you mind if Harry my driver joins us ? Oh, no,
of course you're a fighting soldier. It's only the base
barnacles who object."

VIII

E.P. installed me in an empty flat over the tobacco
factory beside the sea. At night when the heavy sweet
smell of tobacco drying in the warehouse mingled with
the scent of wild jasmine sprawling along the walls, he
would visit me, bringing perhaps an Arab friend or
Edward Henderson, his young Assistant, and we would
sit on the wide verandah, drinking under the stars while
the waves washed over the strand and lapped against
the rocks. Sometimes the night was so magical in its
fragrance and moonlight and stillness that the Arab and